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They cower in the morning and evening round a fire, which
has commonly for its fuel dried cow-manure, with a coarse
blanket over their head and shoulders. As the sun gets
above the horizon, they plant themselves against a wall to
bask in its rays, and if they can, do not stir till they are
well heated. As might be expected, many of them suffer
from chronic rheumatism. The extreme heat is not
liked-by. them, but from it they suffer far less than from
cold
While most Europeans get new life in the cold weather,,
the little ones showing by their rosy cheeks how much
they are benefited, a few are in better health when
the weather is warm, as then they are less subject to-
aguish attacks. The remark is often made by those who
have much sedentary work that they like the cold season
for enjoyment, but find it unfavourable for work, as they
cannot keep so steadily at it as they can when the heat
keeps them within doors.
While giving the reminiscences of my first year, my mind
has been continually carried forward to the experience of
after-years in reference to the vernacular languages, the
various classes with whom residence in India brings one
into contact, and the seasons of the country. In giving
partial expression to this experience under the heading of
my first year, I have gone far beyond it Those who-
favour me with the perusal of my narrative may perhaps
find it more intelligible by my having anticipated mysejfl
I must confess months of the first year passed before I
ceased to feel myself an exile. The scenes around were so-
unlike those of my own country, the prevailing idolatry so
repulsive, the society, associations, and climate so different,
that I turned from thorxi to my native land with many &
fond longing look. This feeling of exile was no doubt